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M. Calimbre avers that the terrific punching and slapping
which Emile deals out to the .dough helps him to work off
his surplus fat, at the same time giving extra lightness to
the bread. That evening, as Emile pulled the crisp brown
loaves out of the stone oven and piled them into a wheel-
barrow, preparatory to wheeling them back to the kitchen,
he handled them and crooned to them like a mother to her
first-born babe.
An exploration of the island—which has been occupied
by M. Calimbre for the past forty years—proved very
profitable. The island must have been used as a great feasting
and burial ground in the old days. As the nearest place
within miles of the reef and fertile fishing grounds, it is
situated in an ideal spot for such a purpose.
As we walked across the island to the side facing the*reef
we passed over acres and acres of all types of shells—oysters,
conch, giant clam, and many others unknown to me. There
'* were great hillocks composed of solid masses of shells, and
M. Calimbre told me that they extend to a depth of at least
two metres. Two thousand tons have already been removed
for burning into lime, and one can hardly see from where
they have been taken. Both Emile and M. Calimbre were
certain that they represent an accumulation of hundreds of
years, during which time the island was used as a feasting
ground. Who knows what scenes were enacted there on-
nights when the moon was high, cool night winds rustling
through the palm fronds, the murmur of the surf in the
background, and flotillas of great outrigger canoes, piled to
the gunwale with shell fish gathered from the reef, slid along
the lagoon to be pulled high up on the beach by dusky
xevellers ?
As my imagination began to run riot, with the possibilities
of native feasts, and £pilou-pilous5 (corobborees) with
perhaps a few missionaries or traders to supplement the
shell-fish, M. Calimbre interrupted my thoughts by inviting
me to inspect something which I hadn't previously noticed.
Shells crunched to powder under our boots as we strolled
.across to an immense banyan tree, propped up by thousands

